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	The Adventures of Cassy: A Rebel Princess

**Ivy: Hi guys! It's just me this time, for this book. No Holly. I just thought Cinderella would be too old-fashioned for her. At least I could do things like this. Sorry for not updating in such a long time, so hope you enjoy! **

**Cassy: Neither Holly nor Ivy own the original characters in this story. Happy readings! **

* * *

><p><em>"Engarde!<em>" Cassy yelled, charging at Charles with her wooden sword.

He blocked and swiped at her left. Cassy dodged the blow eyes twinkling.

"Watch out Charles! Here I come!"

She put all her strength in her thrust and... a hand grabbed her sword. She looked up, and saw her father, frowning at her.

Cassy gasped, and shamefully hung her head.

He sighed. "Cassandra, how many times have me and your mother told you to act more like a girl, and like a princess?"

"Sorry dad." She mumbled. Yes, she was a princess, daughter of Prince Charming and Cinderella. But here she was, dressed in a loose tunic and overalls. Dueling with her brother.

"Cassandra, we know you love playing with your brother, but do you always have to do fighting ones? Why not play with the minister's daughter Vanessa? You can have tea parties with dolls, brush each others hair, an-"

"Dad," Cassy interrupted. "Vanessa is a backstabbing girl. You know her bloodline is tainted, and Minister Gale has tried kidnapping Mother countless times."

Charming fumbled for words as she snuck pass him into the palace, now bustling with servants. They smiled at her, acting like she was like them. _I wish,_ she thought.

For years, she had been trapped in this palace, graced with her father's brown-black hair and her mother's almond-shaped eyes. She found that if she acted more like a boy, it kept all the noble suitors at bay. Cassy was always sure to smudge her face with dirt or mud when walking around. It made her look more like a peasant. She held onto that fantasy that she wouldn't be locked up in a tower someday and her parents wouldn't hand her over to the ogres, pirates, or some other thing and that a prince wouldn't need to come and save her.

Cassy sighed as she slid in her bed, not caring if she was still dirty or if it was still daytime. She closed her eyes she knew it would be 5 more years until that happens. 5 years before that dreary summer day, when she would be 13. Reassured, but not quite reassured for the future, she dreamed of running away from the palace when that day came.

-5 years later, Cassy's POV-

Maids quickly dressed me in fine forest-green silk, dusted my eyelids with ground mother-of-pearl, stuffed my feet into silver heels embedded with diamonds, and put emerald earrings into my ear. Today was the Ball, the one where my mother and father first met. And the day before my send-off to some dumb monsters.

My mother came in daintily in her sapphire themed clothes, and all the maids stepped away and filed into two lines, muttering, "Good day, Queen Cinderella." She smiled. "Good day to all of you as well." She then turned to me. Eyes welling with tears, she hugged me and whispered, "I'm sure a prince would wed you right away, for your beauty is even more irresistible." I flinched, and tore away from her.

A lot has changed for me since I was 8, and I no longer played adventure games with one another. Slowly, I came back to the royal world, and always dressed prettily to my parents' content, always smiled, and always kept my face covered with makeup instead on dirt and grime.

My mom glanced at the grandfather clock. "We have 2 more hours before the ball begins. Are you sure you're going to be okay? I mean, meeting your betrothed today... aren't you nervous?"

Yes, I was to be engaged soon. Not married though. It was now tradition at the time of the ball for the royal family members to get engaged at 13 years old, even though my brother didn't.

I shifted from foot to foot, then I asked, "Mom?"

"Yes Cassandra?"

"May I go outside? You know, the gardens calm me down."

The queen considered it for a moment. "Fine. Be back in 30 minutes, okay?"

"Yes mother. Thanks!" I started running.

There was one thing that still hadn't changed as a grew up. I still thought I wouldn't need a prince to save me. I had myself. So as pretty as I "became", I still honed my sword skills. What do you know, strict parents raise sneaky children, huh?

My brother Charles was already there. But something was obviously wrong. "Hey, is everything okay?"

"Yeah," he mumbled. "But I don't have time today, so is it fine if... " He looked up at me, waiting for an answer, and it occurred to me he appeared bashful.

Wait. _BASHFUL?! _My brother is _bashful?!_

I mustered a smile. "Yeah sure, of course." Insides shriveling, willing him to walk away. And when he did, I collapsed.

I grew up different. I thought I looked like my mother and father combined when I was younger, but now I realized I look completely different. Charles looks like them, but I _don't_. My hair was more of a chestnut brown, and I had green eyes flecked with glittery golden specks, even though my parents had brown and blue eyes.

Why I was thinking of this now, when I knew a long time ago? The question nagged at her, as she speared through a few dummies with a longsword. Almost 6:00, she hid the sword under the tree, under the outfit she made complete with hidden daggers that she knew she would never use. Singing a quick incanta, sealing the hole in the tree, she head back into her bedroom. The sun struggled to make light as an invisible force pulled it down. Darkness. Kept at bay by the Canta Magnus, high sorcerer of the royal family.

At least they didn't find out about the books yet. She stole some of the Canta Magnus's books once, and read them, hoping she would be able to protect herself from the monsters she would be sent to. She sighed and flopped on her bed, eyes already closing shut.

_I snuggled in my blankets, purring. The woman laughed and she placed a kiss on my forehead. The cargo rattled in the carriage behind us.I screamed in my head. WAKE UP CASSANDRA! But I couldn't escape the nightmare. The world went dark. My small, wrapped body woke to the sound of shouting and gunshots. I wailed, crying. 'Shhh, it will be okay,' the woman whispered. I braced my body as the familiar gunshot fired and the woman fell, eyes rolling up until they were only whites. I opened my mouth to wail again, but I roll out into the bushes and my head landed on a rock with a thunk. My view blurred and shrunk into a pinpoint, and disappeared. _

My eyes flew open. Bleary eyed, I hobbled to the mirror and chanted a quick revive spell. My hair's sheen renewed and fell in perfect locks. My dress unrumpled and I smiled, my pearly-whites entrancing even myself. My posture straightened, and I walked from my room into the hall. 3 minutes left. Finally, I arrived in the ballroom and sat in my specified seat next to my mother and father, the King and Queen.

Time passed like a storm. The ballroom was filled with guests, and my father stepped up to the podium to make an announcement. Stunned, because I was not informed, my head swiveled around to the rest of my family. Mother was dabbing at tears, and Charles was blushing. WHAT IN THE NAME OF GOD IS GOING ON!

"Attention guests," my father spoke. "Today we reveal to you a secret. A secret about our daughter, Princess Cassandra."

The crowd murmured with excitement and gossip.

"Our "daughter" is not of our blood. She is one of the nobles. Her parent's died, and we adopted her as our own."

The crowd exploded with gasps. I ducked down and buried my face in my hands. I should have known. My "mother's" hand landed softly, like a dove, on my back, an attempt to reassure me.

"But there's more." My father paused. "Our son, Prince Charles... "

The crowd was silent.

"... will marry Cassandra, and she will then be our true daughter in law."

There were claps and whistles, but it did not drown out the mutterings of the two- no, one -royal's suitors and one noble's suitors.

I sat frozen in shock. My eyes flew to the boy in front of me, which I knew my whole life as my brother, kneeling before me, a flawless diamond ring engraved with the royal insignia. My parents were dead. I've been raised a false life. Puzzle pieces clinked in place as I stood gaping at my brother.

Shock melted, and adrenaline ran through my veins, "My freedom's wings I call to thee," I chanted "Take me from the gate of thieves."

The Canta Magnus stood up in shock. "Stop her!" He rasped.

"And bring me to safety." Guards charged at me and attempted to grab my arms only to feel wisps escape their grasp. I fell into the courtyard and grabbed the sword and the outfit I would have never needed and ran into the far forest.

* * *

><p><strong>Ivy: Hi hi!<strong>

**Cassy: Do we really need to stop at a cliffhanger?**

**Ivy: Yus. I guess that's the only thing that keeps people reading after a long time. -reaches for chips-**

**Cassy: -grabs it away- Why do you eat so much?**

**Ivy: I eat what's yummy, which is the majority of food. -chomps at pocky-**

**Cassy: Fat. **

**Ivy: Humph. And Holly calls me bony. Don't worry. I'm replacing you with Charles. **

**Cassy: Noooo! -surrenders chip bag- **

**Ivy: Thanks!**


End file.
